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"I don't know," answered the mother.
Silently they looked at each other and smiled, then
Ludmilla went out of the room, saying, "I wonder what's
happening to my samovar."
The mother looked out of the window. It was a cold
sunny day. Her heart was sunny too, and warm as well.
She wanted to talk about everything—to talk long and
joyously, with a vague feeling of gratitude to someone
for all that had entered her soul and was glowing there
with the lovely light preceding sunset. A desire to pray,
which she had not experienced for a long time, now re-
turned. A young face flashed through her mind and she
heard a clear voice call out, "That's the mother of Pavel
Vlassov!" She saw the moist, glowing eyes of Sasha, the
dark figure of Rybin, the strong bronze face of her son,
the shy, winking glance of Nikolai, and suddenly all of
this merged into one deep sigh, blended into a transpa-
rent, rainbow-hued cloud which enveloped all her
thoughts and brought a sense of peace,
"Nikolai was right," said Ludmilla as she came back
into the room. "They have arrested him. I sent the boy
round as you advised. He said there were policemen in
the garden and he saw a policeman hiding behind the
gate. And there are spies everywhere. The boy knows
them."
"The poor man!" said the mother, shaking her head.
She sighed, but without grief, and this secretly amazed
her.
"He has been teaching the workers in town lately. I
suppose it was time he got caught," said Ludmilla matter-
of-factly, but with a frown on her face. "His comrades
told him to go away, but he wouldn't listen to them. I'm
afraid people should be forced to leave in such cases, and
not persuaded."
At that moment a black-haired, red-cheeked boy with
fine blue eyes and an aquiline nose appeared in the door-
way.
"Shall I bring in the samovar?" he asked.

